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In another room where the trainees are
learning to make drawings to scale, I find
an exstudent of Economics from Cam-
bridge who intended to become a probation
officer.

"I'm interested in trying to connect up the
two jobs/5 she tells me. " There's some sort of
controlled planning scheme dawning in my
mind in which they're both equally relevant.
That's as far as IVe got at present."

After talking to an Admiral's sister, a nursery
school teacher, a maker of art pottery, and a
student from the London School of Economics,
I am at last taken to the woman superintendent,
who has just arrived after three hours' travelling
from a much-bombed area on the edge of south-
east London,

This institute, she informs me, is the only
one in the south of England doing work of its
kind.

"We started from scratch on June 3rd with
thirty trainees. Now we have about two
hundred working by day, and another hundred
in the evenings. Most of them had good jobs
of various kinds before the war."

"I was talking to some of them upstairs," I
tell her. "Do they all enjoy the change of work
as much as the ones I saw?"

"Oh, we have our tragedies, of course. There
was one woman who never got over losing her